ROSEL : You're mad !

DORIS : I tell you what you're going to do5 my

bonny boy. You're going to tear up that letter.

ROSEL : What letter ?

DORIS : You know what letter ! The letter about

Parker's cheque. You're going to tear It up.

ROSEL : Tear It up ! Why,  that's  the whole

thing.

DORIS : I know it's the whole thing. That's why

you're going to tear it up. He's not going to have

no Public Prosecutor so far as we're concerned.

My God, he's not.

ROSEL : You've gone stark, staring mad. All the

papers have gone in.

DORIS : No, they haven't. You've kept it back to

the last. You've got it on you now. It's In your

leather case.

ROSEL : I tell you it's not.

DORIS : Let me see it then !

ROSEL : I shan't!

DORIS : No ; because you're a liar !

ROSEL : Well, what if I am ? What's that letter
got to do with you ? It's the one thing I've got
to nail him down with.

DORIS : Nail him down ! You make me sick. Is
It going to get you back one brass farthing ? Is
it going to do one single thing on God's earth
except show other people what a clever man
you are?

ROSEL : Never mind about clever. I'm honest at
any rate !

DORIS : Oh5 you've always been ever so honest,
haven't you ? You're a good one to turn up your
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